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AS IT TURNS OUT
Lauren Korn
The girl who loved you a short time ago gave you a book you keep on the top shelf  
RI \RXUWDOOHVWERRNFDVH,QVLGHWKHERRN·VFRYHUZULWWHQDVWKRXJKQHYHU LQWHQGHGWR
be seen or read or looked at again, is the name Jane Melrose and the numbers 9, 8, and 
5. What comes next? You will never know, because the girl who loved you tore it away 
IURPKHUPRWKHUZKHQVKH³KHUPRWKHU³ZDVZULWLQJKHUQDPHRQWKHLQVLGHFRYHUDQ
attempt to keep the book in her distant possession. The girl who loved you thought this 
a ridiculous gesture; she gave the book to you. On the cover, there is an illustration of  a 
OLRQDQGODWHU³PXFKODWHU³ZKHQ\RXFRPHDFURVVWKHERRNGXULQJ\RXUPRYHLQDQG
out of  that small studio apartment with that narrow, winding staircase, and again during 
your move in and out of  your best friend’s basement, home to spiders and spiders and 
spiders), you will be reminded of  a lion and a leaky faucet in a desert marketplace.
You think of  Jane Melrose, and not the girl who loved you, as you sit at a desk you call 
\RXUVIRUWKUHHKRXUVHYHU\:HGQHVGD\7KHZDOOV\RXVWDUHDWDUHZKLWHDQGWXUTXRLVH³D
WXUTXRLVHWKDWUHPLQGV\RXRI WKHEDQGDQDWKDWFRYHUHG\RXUH\HVÀUVWZKHQ\RXZHSW
for your sister, and then again when you smeared your face with red paint for three days, 
because it was the only thing you could think of  to do, alone, by a river in Montana.
<RXZHUHQ·W DFWXDOO\ LQ0RQWDQDRI FRXUVH<RXZHUHGUHDPLQJ IRU WKHÀUVW WLPH
since Julie Ryder told you bending spoons was an act of  the mind, and not (as it turns 
RXWRI VRPHRQHVWURQJHQRXJKWREHQGPHWDO7KHULYHUZDVÁRZLQJMXVWDVTXLFNO\DV
\RXUHPHPEHULWZKHQ\RXZHUHWKHUHODVWVXPPHUGUXQNDQGQDNHGZKHQ\RXMXPSHG
LQQRWERWKHULQJWRWKLQNRI DGLVDVWURXVHQG³WKDWZKHQWKH\IRXQG\RXUERG\WRUQ
apart by rocks, you would be naked and unable to hide the birthmark on your ass or the 
single dark hair next to your belly button.
'UHDPLQJKRZHYHU\RXGLGQ·WJHWQDNHGDQG\RXGLGQ·WMXPSLQ<RXVWD\HGRQWKH
beach, on the shore, on the sand, on the rocks, and found in the sun’s waves a warmth 
you’d been afraid to feel since the blazing bastard gave you second degree burns two 
summers ago in your father’s green canoe. When you glanced at your bare feet, you 
noticed, instead of  something you can’t quite remember, a single rock. You picked it up. 
<RXKHOGLWLQWKHSDOPRI \RXUKDQGDQGSUHVVHG\RXUÀQJHUVLQWRLW7KH\VDQNLQWRLWV
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VXUIDFH³WRXFKHGDVWDUFKHGOLTXLG³DQGZKHQ\RXEURXJKWWKHPWR\RXUIDFHWKH\ZHUH
red. They were covered in paint. Your face was red and wet with the paint for three days. 
But it wasn’t, really. You were only dreaming. 
